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ing were obvious enough, although Janne tried
not to see them. The horse grew thin and lazy,
so that whenever he had to put in a day's work
on the farm, the master's stick played on its ribs
whatever the nature of the work. The manure
tended to get left in the cow-house, and the cow
had to be dried with straw, no one having had
time to cut spruce twigs.

That was how it worked out, but the prospect
of another ten marks sent Janne on ever new
freighting trips. Ever frequenter became those
early risings when Janne went off to Tampere,
and late nights when he returned. Someone
invented a new nickname, Paper-Janne, for him
after his horse had been seen nearly twice a week
over a long period outside the Kuuskoski paper
warehouse. And when anything happened to
be needed round about where Janne lived, the
usual remark came to be, cc We'll have to go to
Toivola. Janne'll fetch it from Tampere next
time he goes."

But then came a fateful freighting trip.

Janne had bought two and a half litres of
spirits in town, and the half-litre was for himself.
The weather was cold, his feet and hands were
freezing, the horse was white with rime. Half-
way home Janne took his first drink, and from
then onward the proverb about giving the Devil
an inch came true. Janne was well drunk by
the time he reached his own neighbourhood and